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literary  notes. 

,  Is T US  OF  SOME  AMERICAN 

AUTHORS. 

\t  s  HiwthoRne — is  an  athlete 
v  j  ,  .j,  -.man,  fond  of  long  walks 
t  [  ,*  |  •  rs  Ho  talks  in  low  tones, 

j, ...  *t.  I  oil*  tin*  lyceum  platform, 

q  „  ,  i,  rs,"  says  the  1*<  utlanri  Tran 

„  rt  an  private]  ami  reservetl, 
mu  it  shy  ness  i  »r  affectation.  He  is 
uh  u:  t.w  f M't  eleven  inches  high,  and 
uciji-  aU-ut  "tie  hiuwlrwl  anri  seven 
jvfjv*  p'unds.  His  frit-mis  say  that 
ii.  rat,  prepare  more  ‘copy’  and  feel 
1, t;r*  .1  -wr  if  than  any  other  Amer¬ 
ican  author." 

- 1  i ui  H  orii.ri >n"  —  Miss  Abigail 
is descrilxHl sm  quite  tall, -with 
a  ten  good  figure,  but  not  a  very 
pretty  face.  “  In  rej>ose,”  says  the 
It.  .jit.  at  Traveller,  “she  has  rather  a 
frigi-1  l""k.  butsvhen  in  conversation 
|„r  face  lights  up  with  an  intelligent 
smile  that  is  pleasing  ami  inviting. 
Sh<  is  usually  very  talkative  and  fa 
uiiliar ;  and  when  an  idea  strikes  her 
sin  seems  to  hesitate  a  moment,  squint 
bei  eye$  slightly  as  if  compressing  the 
thought  into  the  briefest  and  choicest 
language.  S*  >mc  ladies  call  her  *  queer.  ’ 
She  is  no  more  so  than  a  middle-aged 
la.lv  ..f  a  literary  turn  of  mind  ought 
to  he.  to  give  her  individuality.” 

Lrcy  Labom — the  authoress,  “re¬ 
sides.''  says  the  Boston  Transcript, 
•at  Beverly,  Muss.,  and  is  reputed  by 
visit,  rs  as  Ix  iqg  as  kind  and  agreeable 
t  strangers  as  to  her  most  intimate 
friends  Writing  a  few  day’s  since  to 
a  v  ung  admirer  in  Brooklyn  whose 
hirthilay  ocjAirre<l  on  the  saracj  day  as 
her  -  vvn,  she  said:  ‘My  own  birthday 
is  also  t.i  day.  But  I  do  not  state  the 
war  la-cause  I  do  not  like  to  see  it 
“  paragraphed,"  and  because  I  do  not 
.  to  to  see  it  celebrated.  From  fifty 
t  •  siyty  one’s  birthdays  are  not  so  ro¬ 
mantic  as  at  seventeen;  although  some 
French  writer  kindly  calls  these  years 
that  I  am  passing  through,  “the  youth 
of  --Id  age.”  ’  ” 

Mr  K.  W.  Howe,  the  author  of  “A 
St  rv  at  a  Country  Town,”  and  “The 
M\  3. ten-  -  .f  The  Locks,”  is  still  a  very 
.'■•urig  man.  although  editor  ^nd  pro- 
l  r:«  t^r  f  a  very  successful  newspaper 
ni  T  p«ka.  Kansas.  He  has  a  pleas¬ 
ant  face,  unadorneil  l>y  either  inoiut- 
trwlu  r  U-ard,  and  has  vert*  strong 
an  1  determined  features  closely  resem- 
I'img.  in  general  appfaurauce,  Mr.  John 
M-  <  uyugh,  the  actor.  His  family 
e  t  of  a  wife  and  two  lieautiful 
ch'.ldr*  t  f  whom  he  is  very  fond.  He 
t>  •  rv  much  averse  to  literary  work, 

.  I  w-ing.  compelled  to  (“perform 
’  i  tin  evening  after  hns  editorial 
r  .  -  -luring  the  day.  it  renjders  him 
'  -  r-  ii..  1  frequently  results  in  sleep- 
i.  ghis.  He  is  not  satisjfied  with 

•  ‘  •  ”  f  In*  two  novels,  Iw-cause,  as  he 
1  -If  writes,  “I  feel  that  I  never 

•  i  i  fan- chance,  aiid  ain  sure  I  could 
'!  Liter  w.-rk  had  I  more  leisure.” 

I*  ‘  f  lus  two  works  were  written 

•  '  at-  home,  and  only  at  long  in 
t« rrnpte  1* intervals.  “It  is  this  fact 

"ruing  only  at  night,  I  tliink,” 

-  Mr  Howe,  “which  makes  my 
•  -  somewhat  sad,  since  I  have 

•  i  fell  amljiiious  nor  encouraged  in 
■'  Irfe  after  «lark."  Thb  novelist 

-  a  com  plicated,  running  hand, 

I  entirely  ignores  the  liip-s  of  tlie 

}  'p* 1  '  "  "Inch  he  writes, 

M  wt  Whitman's  Htyije.i — ^“It  is  a 
f  I  f  disloyalty  to  nature,”  says 
d  1  ’ i'. Burrows,  “to  say  Whitman  hivs 
’•  ■'  n»i  He  has  not  form  as  a  house, 

'  r  ‘  «t  a  heart  or  amolder’s  |>at- 

b  •  r  h  sonnet  of  Hood’sJ  or  a  dain- 
».'•  lot  of  w  rse  by  Longfellow  has  form, 

1  u  Lse*  form  as  a  tree,  a  river,  the 
‘  ‘  m  eatnrwt  a  flash  of  lightning. 

Mtuland  progressive  tiling  has 
uid  this  is  all  the  form  he  aijns 
’  Hi#  truth  is,  swi-et  p>ets,  elegant 
i  -  - .  learned,  correct,  l>eautiful  poets, 

'  '  '  't  rare,  in  our  age,  but  powerful 
I  '  r*.  [» -cts  who  can  confront  an<l  com- 
I '  ■  ’I"  gigantic  materialism  of  our 
-  and  land,  ijnd  who  by  dint  of  in- 
i  Battle  force  can  rise  aKnre  the 
i  ’  and  literary  consciousness  with 
Ii  the  very  at  nosphere  is  rotten, 

"  'an-,  and  it  seems  are  misunder- 
'  I  when  they  come.  The  trouble 
'  f|  Whitman  is  he  gives  us  some- 
n.  i«  and  latter  than  mere  liter- 
(  art,  and  the  main  influence  of 
in  iu  the'  direction  health, 

■  t*  r  auid  manly  activity,  and  can 


never  be  V,  beget  a  critical,  sophisti 
cateil,  or  over  intellectual  race,  which 
is  the  tenancy  of  literary  culture  as 
such.” 

Mam  Twaw.— “The  mother  pf  Mark 
Twain,  who  is,'*  says  the  N.  Y.  E> 
tuny  pfMt,  “eighty-two  rears  of  age 
ami  living  at  KwAuk,  Iowa,  has  recent’ 
ly  lieen  interviewed :  ‘Sam  was  al. 
ways  a  good  hearted  biy,’  said  Mrs. 
Clemens,  ‘  l>ut  he  was  a  very  wild  and 
mischievous  one,  ami,  do  what  we 
would,  w’e  could  Clever  make  him  go  to 
school  This  used  to  trouble  his  fath 
er  and  me  dreadfully,  and  we  were 
convinced  that  he  would  never  amount 
U>  as  much  in  the  world  as  his  broth 
era,  liecause  he  was  not  near  so  steady 
and  sol >er  minded  as  they  were.’ 
suppose,  Mrs.  Clemens,  that  your  son 
in  his  boyhood  days  somewhat  resem 
bled  his  own  Tom  Sawyer,  ami  that 
fellow  feeling  is  what  made  him  so 
kind  to  the  many  hairbreadth  esca 
paries  of  that  celebrated  youth  ?’  ‘  Ah, 
no,.’  replied  the  old  hwly  with  a  merry 
twinkle  in  her  eye,  ‘lie  was  more  Hke 
Huckleberry  Finn  than  Tom  Sawy  er. 
Often  his  father  would  s.tart  him  off 
to  school,  and  \n  a.  little  while  would 
follow  him  to,  ascertain  his  wherea¬ 
bouts.  Thorp  was  a  large  stump  on 
the  w  ay  to  the  school-house  and  Sam 
would  take  bis  position  liehiml  that 
and  as  ft  is  father  went  past  would 
gradualjw  circle  around  it  in  such  a 
w  ay  as  ]to  keep  out  of  sight.  Finally 
his  father  and  the  teacher  both  said  it 
was  of  no  use  to  try  to  toach  Sam  any 
thing,  l>ecause  he  was  determined  not 
to  learn.  But  I  never  gave  up.  He 
was  always  a  great  boy  for  history, 
and  could  never  get  tired  of  that  kind 
of  refilling,  but  he  hadn’t  any  use  for 
school-houses  ami  text-books.’  ”  • 

George  Lust. — The  literary  career 
of  the  late  George  Lunt  was  unusually 
prolonged.  Born  at  Newburyport, 
Mass.,  in  1803,  his  childhood  was 
passed  in  the  midst  of  that  quaint 
life  of  w  liich  he  has  left  so  character¬ 
istic  a  picture  in  his  volume,  “Old 
New  England  Traits.”  His  first  vol 
ume  of  poems  was  published  in  1828 ; 
his  latest,  containing  many  new  hides, 
1884.  Between  these  came  a  num¬ 
ber  of  volumes-  Age  of  Gold,”  “  Lunt’s 
Poems,”  “Lyrics,”  “Julia,”  “The  Or 
jgin  of  the  Late  War,”  “  Eastford,  or 
Household  Sketches,"  with  many  con 
tributious  to  jiericnlical  literature  and 
to  the  daily  press.  In  1832  the  town 
of  Newbury  celebrated  it#  200tli  anni¬ 
versary.  Mr.  Lunt’s  song  for  that 
occasion. 

Over  the  mountain  wave, 

See  where  they  come, 

was  set  to  music,  and  is  found  in  many 
collections.  In  June  was  held  the 
250th  anniversary,  for 'which  Mr.  Lunt 
was  again  asked  to  write  a  poem. 
This  he  did  alxiut  a  fortnight  before 
his  death*  and  tliis,  his  last  literary 
work,  was  read  on  that  occasion.  On 
the  .death  of  a  young  Massachusetts 
officer,  during  the  war,  he  wrote  the 
exquisite  lyric, 

Breathe,  trumpets,  breath*:, 

Slow  notes  <  >f  saililest  wailing, 
also  set  to  music,  and  often  sung  in 
public  at  that  time.  At  his  funeral, 
in  St.  Paul’s  Church,  Boston,  was 
sung  one  of  his  own  hymns, 

In  time  of  newl .to  Thee  I  cry, 
and  at  his  burial,  in  Newburyport, 
one  which  he  wrote  for  the  dedication 
of  the  cemetery  there  in  1824.  From 
1857  to  1865  Mr.  Lunt  was  the  eilitor 
>f  the  Boston  ( 'ourirr. 


Emersos — “was  at  home  in  Con¬ 
cord,"  says  the  critic  of  Holmes’ 
Emerson,”  in  th£  Atbintb  Monthly. 
Anywhere  else  die  was  a  stranger. 
Even  Iposton  was  a  place  to  visit, 
though  he. gave  that  city  an  affection 
Inch  is  embodied  in  some  noble  ver- 
>s.  The  occasional  glimpses  wliich 
Dr.  Holmes  gives  of  the  poet  on  his 
travels  in  his  qwn  country  serve  to 
deepen  the  impression  which  one  forms 
»f  the  purely  spectacular  shape  of  the 
country  in  Mr.  Emerson’s  vision.  He 
was  not  indifferent  to  the  struggles 
going  oil,  and  yet  they  were  rather 
listurbances  to  his  spirit  than  signs 
of  a  life  which  ^ickencd  his  own 
] arise.  To  some  mimls. this  may  seem 
to  lift  Emerson  aliove  other  men.  In 
,ur  judgment  it  separates  him  from 
them,  to  his  own  loss.  It  is  precisely 
this  passiou  of  nationality  which  dif-' 
ferentiates  other  seers  and  piots  from 
Emerson.  Milton  had  it.  Carlyh* 
had  it.  Tennyson  has  it.  Victor  Hu-  j 
go  hud  it.  Goethe  did  not  havtj.  it. 
The  absence  of  this  passion  is  indeed 
the  sign  of  an  inferior  ethical  appre 
hension.  At  any  rate,  the  passion  of 
lountry  is  never  very  far  removed 
from  the  passion  of  righteousness. 
The  cry  over  Jerusalem  was  the  last 
ho  of  those  prophetic  voices  which 
make  Israel  and  Israels  God  to  be 
joined  by  closer  than  human  tics. 
When  one  collects  his  God  from  ethnic 
fragments  he  is.  very  apt  at  the  same 
time  to  distribute  his  country.” 

L>ve  is  never  lost;  if  not  recipro¬ 
cated  it  will  flow  back  and  soften  and 
purify  the  heart. 
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Iv  HUGH  COXWAY 


W.illrd  Boric, ~ 
\  Aff'to 


[TOLD  BY  PHIUF  BRAND, 


"/ >  irk  IAjvV 


i* art  the  nirvr. 


CHAPTER  L 

ha-1  tb**  r*>ura^e  t*>  b*»zin  thi*  t/il# 
i  »  t<*  fflv  profits  >  >n«l  v>itmjf 
i  king  at  raisln-n  a  v  moti'h 
■l4tv-  lu»t  *w**ntv  yeai  n.  s  ' 

!a|r  >mn]ile  >>(  my  onluiar 


W 


iht  la-  tl 
r.-lul  tv 
an  it 

ni  is 

•  ia  w>  "  k 
i  m  geail- 

<  ul  1 


I  Wish 
by  mm 
buokv  ii  n 
oat 

as  a  !s|r 

disnu'i  would  tell 

torn  — l  sir  |»we  I  may  iay  a 

tor  -  lot  l-,  li-n  his  practice  1  •? 

Ui  dual-  |  |.uiiteil  district  . 

Dreary  a*  vr  h  a  beginuiug  tin 
wouH  prTbap  ni'a-  — •  i<-  of  the  i 
which  -.ins  til  -  ma.  prolm'd.'* 
would  •  lauhy  -h-  »  •  *  !i  tie  r.  « 

for  ta  ng-  in. a  >n  \e  •  r  rorna 
bo  bai  l  a-  in. u. .  •  r  .  >  ig  su<  b  ^ 
ti**s  of  .  f*:tn  «  d  g-  ►*! 

«li.i  n  I  tn  ..unu.sh  ..  « 

cer.*..:;l>  III  .  :  a  •|*-.u  •  x:r.  ri.  *!j  u  lu  ly 

that  I  buulil  b  -v  •  l.iimd  time  u>  imag*a**, 
tuuci  .e  -.  to  mite,  a  romance  or  me.o- 
dru  a 

Ibe  truth  is  t!u*t  when  a  man  lm-  toil  *  I 
fr  iii  9  ii  •  Iocs  m  the  min  uiuz  until  9  oY|.*  k 
at  ni-ic..  stub  !•  isur-  as  he  can  enjoy  w 
prec.nm  w  .  ni.  •  jui-iaily  wh**n,  even  that 
short  respite  •.  liable  to  be  broken  m  ui>  u 

at  any  >'  cat. 

S'ih.  ui  -p  te  of  the  doleful  picture  I  hir  e’ 
diauiot  u  ...it  lnav  ci.li-  1  ibe  ■  lu .  ly 
i  rind,'  i  this  "‘Ui  tii  -  .c  «*unl  ol 

•  hoh.liy. 

lu  . .  e  autumn  of  1864  I  turned  my  ii  <  k 
witb  right  good  will  ujs.n  ^Luaiion  -tt  *-  s 
h-  spitols  and  jiatients.  and  took  tm  .t  in 
the  North  expre-s.  The  drat  r.  i  l  ion  >f 
fcbw  wi.eel,  sent  a  thrill  ol  detain  through 
mV  jaded  frame.  A  joyful  m  n-nti  -u  of 
fr.  c<  loin  came  over  uie.  I  Lad  leuhy  ;  >t 
away  al  iasij  Moreover,  1  huu  icG  no 


tDooei. t  ta-lmg  on  tn»  «tr ikiagli  beantifol 
face  the  gran-efu  poa»  into  which  he  fell— 
be  se-ui-1  oj  me  the  embodiment  of  poetry. 
He  pa*i  o-i  to  tDe  merrv  talk  of  the 

artixt*.  «bicb  w>  much  tzuowi  me — inland, 
I  doubted  if  be  beard  their  vmcra 

Yet  he  must  have  done  eo.  for  ae  «oon  m 
the v  left  ia>  b-  -ame  ‘tit  of  hi*  reverie. 

“It  mint  be  very  nWe."  he  said,  “  to  have 
to  maki-  one'*  living  t-y  art.'  ^ 

•'Nil'**  for  Ik  *e  who  can  maka  living*  by 
it,"  I  ans»«*red. 

“'Ail  can  do  that  who  are  worth  lL  Tba 
daT  of  n-  v  i—ud  reams  is  gone  by.  Mailer 
W|,  tbe  ia*t  sufferer,  1  think— and  he  died 

youn*  " 

•  If  v  .ni  are  to  sanguine,  why  not  try  your 

own  lu>  *  at  itr 

"I  would,  bat  unfortunately  I  am  a  rich 
m«i’ 

I  lauglied  at  this  mikplace  i  regent.  Then 
Carriston.  in  the  nnafl  simple  way,  told  me 
a  g.««i  d.al  «U<ut  h!mts*-lf.  He  wa*  an  of 
pban.  an  i-uiy  child.  He  hal  already  ample 
mean#;  but  Fortune  limi  still  favors  in  store 
for  him  At  the  dentil  of  hi*  uncle,  now  an 
aged  man.  he  must  suifeed  to  a  large  estate 
and  a  lammecv.  Tbe  natural.  unafTe*-ted 
w«y  ui  which  be  rnj&de  these  confidencea, 
moreover  made  tla*in  hoi.'  I  knew,  from,  any 
wish  to  iniMiu.se  hi-  unportance  in  my  eyea, 
greatlv-  iiiipresMal  i«e.  By  tbe  time  w* 
l^r'.il  f- r  the  night  I  ha-1  grown  much  in¬ 
terested  in  mv  new  ai-quaintant«— an  m  er^ 
e*t  n<  •;  untirigi*!  by  envy.  Young,  hand¬ 
some.  r;«  h.  free  to  coipe  or  go,  work  or  play 
a.--  he  lu>ud!  Happy  ^.'arristonl 


m 


ILL 


y 


I  had  rrally  t/ot  array  at  1/rst. 
address  behind  me,  so  for  three  ble--«d 
weeks  might  roam  an  undisputed  lord  of 
myself.  T  hr  fee  weeks  were  not  very  many 
to  take  out  of  tho  flfty-two,  but  they  v 
all  1  could  venture  to  give  myself ;  fore 
at  that  time  my  practice,  if  not  so -lucrative 
i  I  could  wish,  was  a  large  and  lnciva-  ng 
ne.  Having  done  a  twelve-mouth’s  h-irl 
ork,  I  feK  tha.  no  one  iu  the  kingd 
could  take  his  holiday  with  a  cou.ee  nee 
clearer  than  mine,  so  I  lay  back  in  a  j>e- 
culiarlv  io. tented  frame  of  mind,  and 
couuteil  the  coming  pleasures  of  my  brief 
resp.te  from  labor. 

There  are  man/  ways  of  passing  a  holiday 
many  places  at  wliich  it  may  be  sp 
but.  after  all,  if  .ou  wish  to  thoroughly  eu- 
it,  tt.ere  is  but  one  royal  rule  to  Io  :ol- 
lowed.  That  is,  simply  to  plea.-**  yourself — 
go  where  you  like  hpd  mount  the  iun.x 
holiday  hobby  which  is  dearest  to  your 
heart,  let  its  name  be  botany,  geologv, 
tomology,  couchology,  veuery,  pi-c-atiop,  or 
w..afnot.  Then  you  shall  be  happy,  and 
return  well  braced  up  for  the  battle  of  life. 
I  knew  a  city  clerk  witlTlitorarv  tastes  who 
invariably  sjieut  his  annual  fortnight  among 
the  mustiest  toni“s  of  the  Briti-h  museum, 
and  averred  that  his  health  was  mi»re  bene¬ 
fited  by  so  doing  tuan  if  he  had  p»us-^  -d  the 
time  inhaling  the  freshest  sea  breezes.  I 
dare  say  he  was  right  in  his  assertion. 

Sketching  has  always  been  my  favor. to  holi¬ 
day  pursuit.  Poof  as  my  drawings  may  be, 
nevi rtheless,  as  I  turn  them. over  yi  my  (sirt- 
f  ul  o,  they  bring,  tome  at  least,  vivul  re¬ 
membrances  of  many  sweet  and  picturesque 
spots,  happy  days,  and  congenial  com  pun- 
ion-;.  It  is  no:  for  ipe  to  say  anything  of 
their  actual  merits,  but  they  ore  dear  to  me 
foi;  their  a-sociations. 

This  particular  year  I  went  to  North  Wales 
and  made  Bi  ttws  y  C*»ed  my  heailquarters. 
I  staved  at  the  Royal  Oak,  that  well-known 
little  inn,  dear  to  many  an  artist’s  heart,  and 
teeming  with  reminiscences  of  famous  men 
who  Lave  sojourned  there  times  without 
number.  It  was  hero  I  made  the  acquaint¬ 
ance  of  the  man  with  wko.se  life  the  curious 
event-  I  am  going  to  narrajfe  are  connected. 

On  the  first  day  afteiy  my  arrival  at 
Bettws  my  appreciation  df  my  111  <*rty  was 
so  thorough,  my  appetite  for  the  enjoyment 
of  the  beauties  of  nature  so  keen  and  insa¬ 
tiable,  that  I  went  so  far  and  saw  so  much, 
that  when  I  returned  to  the  Royal  Oak  n-gbt 
had  fallen  and  the  hour  of  dinner  h;  d  long 
passed  by.  .1  was,  when  my  own  in- al  was 
placed  on  the  table,  the  only  occiip  irn  of  the 
iffee-room.  Just  then  a  young  man  entered 
ul  ordered  something  to  eut.  Tho  waiter 
knowing,  no  doubt,  sometbiug  of  tin-  frank 
camaraderie  which  exists,  or  should  exist, 
between  the  follow  ers  of  Melpomene,  laid  his 
cover  at  mv  table.  The  nuwconiei  seated 
hinnelf,  cave  me  a  pleasant  smile  and  a  nod, 
and  in  five  min  .tes  netware  in  full  swing  of 
couve  sa.  ion. 

The  moment  my  eyes  fell  upon  the  young 
man  I  had  noticed  how  singula  iy  handsome 
he  was.  Charles  Carriston  —  for  this  1  found 
afterwurd  to  be  his  name — vva;  ul-iut  'd*J 
years  of  age.  He  was  tall,  but  slightly 
built,  his  whole  bearing  and  figure  fs-iug 
remarkably  elegant  and  graceful.  Ho  looked 
even  more  than  gentlemanly — he  !oo..od  dis¬ 
tinguished.  His  face  was  jaiJe,  its  features 
well  <Jut,'  straight  and  regular.  Ill*  fore¬ 
head  s|>pke  of  high  intellectual  quali  'ii-s,  nnd 
there  /wa.  somewhat  ot  that  dev.-iopmeut 
over  the  eyebrows  which  phrenologist  .  1  lie- 
lieve,  consider  as  evidence  of  the  posse.-sion 
of  imagination.  The  general  expres  ion  of 
his  face  was  one  of  seriousness,  if  no  >a.i- 
uess,  and  its  retined  beauty  was  he. g  toned 
by  a  pair  of  soft,  dark,  dreamy- -1  •  k.ng 
eyes. 

It  only  remains  to  add  that,  from  his 
attire,  I  judged  him  to  be  an  artist-  a  pro- 
onal  artist — to  the  back  I  tone.  In  the 
course  of  conversation  I  show-el  him  how  1 
had  classified  him.  He  smiled. 

am  onlv  an  amateur,”  he  said;  “an  ’die 
man,  nothing  more— and  youf” 

Ad. r.sl  i  n:  a  doctor." 

‘Then  we  shall  not  have  to  answer  for  oui 
■ias  in  painting  t  >  each  other.” 

We  talked  on  pleasantly  until  our  bodily 
wants  were  satisfied  by  the  good  fare  plaueo 

before  us.  Then  cam*  that  pleasant  ernv. 
ing  for  tobacco  which,  after  a  good  meal,  is 
natural  to  a  well-regulated  digestion, 

‘Shall  we  go  and  smoke  outside  1”  said 
Carriston.  “The  night  is  delicious.” 

We  went  out  and  sat  on  one  of  the  w-o<xl«n 
benches.  As  my  new  friend  Miid,  the  night 
was  delicious.  There  was  scam-1  v  a  breath 
of  air  moving.  The  stars  and  the  moon 
shone  brightly,  and  the  rush  of  tho  not  lar- 
distant  stream  came  to  us  with  a  roo’hing 
murmur.  Near  us  were  three  or  four  jovial 
young  artists.  They  were  in  merry  moo  I ; 
one  of  them  had  that  day  sold  a  picture  to 
a  tourist.  We  listened  to  their  banter,  un¬ 
til,  moet  likely  growing  thirsty,  they  re 
entered  the  inn. 

Carriston  had  said  little  since  We  had  been 
out  of  doors.  He  smoked  his  cigar  placidly 
and  gazed  up  at  the  skies.  Wilh  (lie  white 
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I  am  di-posel  to  think  that  never  before 
did  a  sincere  friendship,  one  which  was 
fated  t“  last  unbroken  for  years,  ripen  so 
qu.rklv  a>  that  between  Carriston  and  my- 
»elf.  A-  I  tew  luok  1*ack  I  find  it  hard  to 
as-i'i-iate  him  with  a4y,  even  a  brief,  period 
of  time  sulrx-quent  to  our  mc-tiug  during 
w  be  n  he  w  a-  not  my [ bosom  friend.  I  for¬ 
get  wl  jet  her  our  meeting  at  the  same  pio- 
Uiresque  -qi“t  on  the  morning  which  fol- 
lowedour  -elf-introduction  was  the  result 
of  luc'h-iitor  arrangement  Anyway,  we 
q>-nt  tile  dav  together,  and  that  day  was 
rlie  fin-cursor  of  many  passed  in  each  other’s 
society.  Mi  ruing  after  morning  we  sallied 
forth  to  do  our  heat  t|o  transfer  the  same  bits 
ot  scenery  to  ottr  sketching  blocks.  Even¬ 
ing  after  evening  we  returned  to  dine  side 
by  bile,  and  afterward  to  talk  and  smoke 
together,  in  doors  orfout  door^  as  theltem- 
pevuture  advised  or  our  w  ishes  inclin  x^. 

Great  frieuds  we  soon  fecaine — iusejiar- 
able  as  long  as  my  short  holiday  lasted.  It 
nai,  jiefli;  p-,  pleasant  for  each  to  work  in 
company  with  an  anjaieur  like  himself.  We 
ci>uld  asx  ipch  tbe  other’s  opinion  of  the 
merits  of  the  work  done,  and  feel  happy  at 
the  approval  duly  given.  An  artist’s  litand- 
anl  of  excellence  is  t|oo  high  for  a  non-pro- 
fessional:  When  he  praises  your  work  he 
praises  it  but  as  the  work  of  an  outsider. 
You  feel  that  such  comm/udation  damns 
it  an  !  disheartens  vqu. 

However,  hud  Carriston  cared  to  do  so, 
he  might,  I  think,  hive  fearlessly  submitted 
his  i  reductions  to  any  conscientious  critic — 
b.s  lira  wings  were  iihmeasui-ably  more  artis¬ 
tic  uud  powerful  than  mine.  He  had  un- 
doul  le<Uy  great  talfent,  and  1  was  much  sur- 
pri  cd  to  lind  that  good  as  he  was  at,  land - 
s»ape,  he  was  even  better  at  the  figure.  He 
ci  ul  1,  with  a  firm,  ljxjld  hand,  draw  rapidly 
1. 1  most  marvelous!  likenesses.  So  spirited 
an  1  true  were  somejof  the  studies  he  showed 
me.  that  I  could  without  flattery  advise  h.m, 
pro vi  .ed  he  could  fifii-h  as  he  began,  to  keep 
eutiiely  to  the  higher  branch  of  the  ^rt.  I 
have  now-  before  me  a  series  of  outline  faces 
drawn  by  him— ninny  of  them  from  mem¬ 
ory  ;  and  as  I  look  at  them  the  original  of 
each  c<  aues  at  once  before  my  eyes. 

Prom  the  very  fiiist  I  had  bten  milch  in¬ 
terested  in  the  young  man,  and  as  day  by 
day  went  by  and  the  peculiarities  j  of  his 
character  were  revealed  to  me,  my  interest 
grew  deeper  and  deeper.  I  flatter  myself 
i  hat  I  am  a  keen  observer  and  skillful  ana¬ 
lyst  of  personal  character,  and  until  now 
fauciid  that  to  write  a  description !  of  its 
component  parts  was  an  easy  m«rttor.  Yet 
now  w  hen  I  am  put  to  the  proof  Olid  it  no 
simple  task  to  convey  in  words  a  proper  idea 
ol  Charles  Carristop’s  mental  organization. 

I  soi  u  discovered  j  that  he  was,  1  may  say, 
afflicted  by  a  peculiarly  sensitive  nature. 
Although  s:rong,  and  apparently  in  good 
health,  the  very  Changes  of  the  weather 
seemed  to  affect  him  almost  to  the  same  ex¬ 
tent  as  they  affect  a  flower.  Sweet  as  his 
disposition  always  Was,  the  tone  of  his  mind, 
his  spirits,  his  conversation,  varied,  as  it 
were,  w  ith  the  atmosphere.  He  was  full  of 
imagination,  and  that  imagination,  always 
rich,  was  at  times  weird,  even  grotesquely 
weird  Not  for  one  moment  aid  he 
seem  to  doubt  the  stability  of  the  wild 
theories  lie  started,  or  the  possibility]  of  the 
poetical  dreams  he  dreamed  being  realized. 
He  had  his  faults,  of  course;  he  was  hasty 
and  impulsive;  indeed,  to  me  one  of  the 
greatest  charms  about  the  boy  was  that, 
right  or  wrong,  ea(ch  werd  he  spoke  came 
straight  from  bis  heart. 

So  far  as  1  could  judge,  the  whole  organi¬ 
zation  of  his  mind  was  too  highly  strung, 
too  finely  wrought,  for  every-day  use.  A 
note  of  joy.  of  sorrow,  even  of  pity,  vibrated 
thruugh  it  too  strpngly  for  his  comfort  or 
well-being.  As  yet  it  had  not  been  called 
upon  to  l -ear  tha  test  of  love;  and  fortu¬ 
nately— I  use  the  word  advisedly — fortu¬ 
nately  he  was  noj.,  according  to  the  usual 
significance  of  tne  w  ord,  a  religious  man,  or 
1  should  have  thought  it  not  unlikely  that 
some  das  he  would  fall  a  victim  to  that  re¬ 
ligious  m.inia  so  well  known  lo  my  profes¬ 
sional  brethren,  and  have  developed  hvsteria 
or  melancholia.  He  might  even  have  fancied 
himself  a  messenjger  sent  from  heaven  for 
tho  r>  generation  <if  maukini.  From  natures 
like  C'ui  ristou’s  are  prophots  ma-lo. 

lu  short,  1  ma(y  sa.V  that  my  exhaustive 
study  of  iny  new  {friend’s  character  resulted 
iu  a  certain  amount  of  uneasiness  as  to  his 
future — an  uneasiness  not  entirely  free  from 
professional  curioaitv. 

Although  the  simile  came  readily  and  fre¬ 
quently  to  his  li^s.  the  general  bent  of  his 
disposition  was  sad,  even  despoil  lent  and 
morbid.  And  yot  few  young  men’s  lives 
promise  I  to  be  so  pleasant  as  Charles  Carria- 
ton'-;. 

I  '%a>  rallying  j  nim  one  day  on  bis  future 
ran',  mid  its  responsibilities. 

You  will,  of  course,  be  disgustingly 

rii-hf”  1  sukl. 

Carriston  sighed.  “Yes,  if  I  live  long 
euoiigh;  but  1  don’t  suppose  I  shall.” 

Whv  in  ihe  world  shouldn’t  ypu?  You 
look  pale  a  ,d  thin,  but  are  in  capital  health. 
Twelve  long  miles  we  have  walked  to-day-* 
you  never  turned  a  hair.” 

Carriston  made  no  reply.  H«  seamed  in 
ieep  thought.  i 

“Your  friends  ought  to  look  after  you  and 
get  you  a  wife,”  1  said. 

T  have  uo  friends.”  he  said  sadly.  “No 
nearer  relat  ion  t  ban  a  cousin  a  good  deal  older 
than  I  am,  who  looks  upon  me  as  one  who 
aus  bor,i  to  rob  him  of  what  should  be  his." 

“But  bv  the  law  of  primogeniture,  so 
•red  to  the  upper  ten  thousand,  he  must 
c:  ow  you  are  entitled  to  it.” 

“Yes;  hut,  for  years  and  years  I  was  al- 
vn  vs  going  to  dfe.  My  life  was  not  thought 
worth  six  months’  purchase.  All  pf  a  sud¬ 
den  1  got  well.  Ever  since  then  I  have 
seem<  d,  even  to  myself,  a  kind  of  inter 
lopcr.”  I 

It  must  b>  unpleasant  to  have  a  man 
longing  for  one’s  death.  All  the  more  rea¬ 
son  you  should  marry  and  put  other  liv* 
between  him  and  the  titla” 

“1  fancy  1  s  all  never  marry,"  said  Cai 
riston,  bioking  at  me  with  his  soft,  darl 
“You  see,  a  bov  who  has  waited  f< 
exp  -cting  to  die  doesn’t  grow. up  wil 
exactly  the  snipe  feeling  as  other  people. 
Meat  think  I  shall  ever  meet  a  woman  I 
can  care  for  enough  to  make  my  wife.  No| 
poet  my  cousin  will  be  Sir  Ralph  yet.” 
tried  to  laugh  him  out  of  his  morbid 
ideas.  “Those  who  live  will  see,”  I  said. 
‘Only  promise  to  ask  me  to  your  wedding, 
and  better  still,  if  you  live  in  town,  ap* 
point  me  your  familv  doctor.  It  may  prove 
tho  nucleus  of  that  West  End  practice  which 
it  is  the  dream  of  every  doctor  to  establish." 

I  have  already  alluded  to  the  strange 
beauty  of  «  arriston’s  dark  eyes.  As  Boon 
as  companionship  commenced  between  us 
those  eyes  became  to  me,  from  Bcientifio 
reasons,  objects  of  curiosity  on  account  <4 
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offering  flight*  into  vacancy. 
V  *  w.-iv  at  the  Fairy  Glei 


5;-: 

For  a 


the  mr»ter*ous  fxprmmion  which  at  bmas  I 
dagactwi  in  them.  Often  and  often  they 
wore  a  k ok  the  Uka  to  which.  1  imagine,  ts 
fafend  only  in  the  eyes  of  a  komnaiu  bull  at¬ 
tack  which  on*-  fe*L>  i-rrtain  w  intently  fixed 
Qfeon  something,  vet  up<*a  •ooMthing  bevond 
thfe  rang*  of  ooe’*  own  vision.  During  the 
ftrat  two  or  three  dare  uf  oar  new-born  m- 
uanc-r  1  found  tha  eooentrtcity  of  Oor- 
rtotau’s  pmttively  startling.  Whan  now 
and  then  I  turned  to  him  and  f  *uni  him 
sfBrtng  with  all  bn  might  at  nothing,  my 
tjm  were  compelled  to  follow  the  dire  -6oo 
ife  which  hi.  own  were  b*nL  It  was  at  first 
q^k*i.ble  to  divest  one's  self  of  the  l«hef 
that  something  should  be  there  to  justify 
m>  fixed  a  gaaa.  However,  a*  the  rapid 
tli  of  < air  friendly  int  -r< -curse  soon 
i\l  me  that  he  w  as  a  boy  of  moat  a r- 
poetic  temp  ram-nt — perhaps  even 
a  | kv* t  than  an  artist— I  laid  at  tbs 
ubeent  lo  do  (and  re- 
;UU*V. 

■  Glen  one  monUng. 
ch.ng.  to  the  b>wt  of  our  ability,  the 
hug  s  ream,  the  gray  melts  and  the 
rhangin;  tre.-*,  the  L»st  just  grow  ing  bril- 
it  with  autumnal  tints.  So  Uwutiful  was 
■rything  around  that  for  a  long  tune  I 
•kei.  kll«d,  "r  dr  ain**!  in  contonted 
ice.  L'arristou  hail  set  up  his  sa-*el  at 
i  little  distance  from  nuns.  At  hut  I 
,ed  to  see  how  Ins  sketch  was  progressing, 
had  evidently  fallen  into  one  of  his 
fcfiown  studies,  and,  npi>arently.  a  harder 
Ofee  than  usuaL  Ht<  bru>b  bad  fallen  from 
bis  fingers,  his  features  wers  immovable, 
•Bd  tm  strange  dark  eyes  were  absolutely 
riveted  upon  a  large  rock  iu  front  of  him,  at 
which  he  cured  as  intently  as  if  his  hope  of 
heaven  dej*ended  upon  seeing  through  iL 
He  seemed  for  the  while  oblivious  to  thingi 
mur dane.  A  party  of  laughing,  chattering, 
terrible  tourist  girl*  scrambl'd  down  the 
Ifegged  steps,  and  one  by  one  pas-sxl  in  front 
of  h  m.  Neither  their  presence  nor  the  in- 
llsitive  glances  they  east  on  his  statuesque 
re  roused  him  from  hi-  fit  of  ab*traCiioo. 
a  moment  I  wondered  if  the  boy  took 
uu  or  some  other  narcotic  on  the  sly. 
J^ill  of  ihe  thought,  I  rosy  crossed  over  to 
him.  and  laid  uiy  hand  up-m  his  shoulder. 
A*>  h  ■  felt  my  touch  h<-  came  to  him-elf,  and 
Iflokcsl  up  at  me  in  a  daze  1,  inquiring  way. 
/“Realy,  Carriston, ”  1  .'aid,  laughingly 
“you  must  reserve  vour  dreaming  fits  until 
We  are  in  places  where  tourists  do  not  con- 
gregate,  or  you  will  be  thought  a  madman, 
OT  at  least  a  jioet.  ’ 

|He  made  no  reply  He  turned  a  wav  from 
me  impat.ently,  even  rudely;  then,  picking 
Bp  his  brush,  went  ou  with  his  sketch, 
^fter  a  w  hile  h  >  seemed  to  recover  from  his 
flettishness,  and  we  sjieut  the  remainder  of 
pe  day  as  pi  asantly  as  usual. 

As  we  trudged  home  in  the  twilight  he 
pid  to  me  in  an  apologetic,  almost  peni¬ 
tent  wav: 

T  “I  hope  I  was  not  rude  to  you  just  nowP 
“When  do  you  mean r  I  asked,  having  al¬ 
most  forgotten  the  trivial  incident. 

"When  you  woke  me  from  what  you 
piled  my  dreaming.’’ 

,  “Oh,  dear  no.  You  were  not  at  all  rude. 

If  you  had  been,  it  was  but  the  penalty  due 
to  my  presumption.  The  flights  of  genius 
ibould  be  respected,  not  checked,  by  a  ma¬ 
terial  hand.” 

“That  is  nonsense;  I  am  not  a  genius;  and 

Emust  forgive  me  for  my  rudeness,”  said 
riston,  simply.  After  walking  soma  dis- 
:e  in  silence  he  spoke  again: 

,  “1  w.sh  when  you  are  with  me  you  would 

try  and  stop  me  from  getting  into  that  state. 

It  does  me  no  good.”  / 

Seeing  he  was  in  earnest,  I  promised  to  do 
and  was  curious  enough  to  ask  him 
his  thoughts  wandered  during  those 
J  moments. 

scarcely  tell  you,”  he  ■  said.  Pres¬ 
ently  he  asked,  speaking  with  hesitation, 
“I  suppose  you  never  feel  that  under  certain 
Circumstances — circumstances  which  you 
«annot  explain — you  might  be  able  to  see 
things  which  are  invisible  to  others f” 

“To  sea  things?  What  things?” 

“Things,  as  1  said,  which  no  one  else  can 
e.  You  must  know  there  are  people  who 
possess  this  power.” 

“1  know  that  certain  people  have  assarted 
they  posse ;s  what  they  call  secoud-sigh  ;  but 
the  assertion  is  too  absurd  to  waste  time  in 
refuting.” 

“Yet,"  said  Carriston,  dreamily,  “I  know 
that  if  I  did  not  strive  to  avoid  it,  some  such 
power  would  come  to  me." 

“You  are  too  ridiculous,  Carriston,”  I 
said.  “Some  people  see  what  others  don’t, 
because  they  have  longer  sight.  You  may, 
of  course,  imagine  anything.  But  your  eyes 
—handsome  eyes  they  are,  too— contain  cer¬ 
tain  properties,  known  as  humors  and  lenses, 

therefore  in  order  to  Bee - ” 

“Yes,  yes,”  interrupted  Carriston;  “I 
know  exactly  all  you  are  going  to  say.  You, 
a  man  of  science,  ridicule  everything  which 
breaks  what  you  are  pleased  to  call  the  law 
of  nature.  Yet  take  all  the  unaccountable 
tales  told.  Nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine 
you  expose  to  scorn  or  throw  grave  doubts 
upon,  yet  the  thousandth  rests  on  evidence 
which  cannot  be  upset  or  disputed.  The 
possibility  of  that  one  proves  the  possibility 
of  all.” 

"Not  at  all ;  but  enough  for  your  argu¬ 
ment,”  I  said,  amused  at  the  boy’s  wild  talk. 

“You  doctors,"  he  continued,  with  that 
delicious  air  of  superiority  so  often  assumed 
by  laymen  when  they  are  in  good  health, 
“put  too  much  to  the  credit  of  diseased  im¬ 
agination.” 

“No  doubt;  it’s  a  convenient  shelf  on 
which  to  put  a  difficulty.  But  go  on.” 

“'i  he  body  is  your  province,  yet  you  can’t 
explain  why  a  cataleptic  patient  should  hear 
a  watch  tick  when  it  is  placed  against  hie 
foot." 

“Nor  you;  nor  any  one.  But  perhaps  it 
may  aid  you  to  get  rid  of  your  rubbi  *hing 
theories  if  I  tell  you  that  catalepsy,  as  you 
understand  it,  is  a  disease  not  known  to  >tf! 
in  fact  it  does  not  exist" 


rv* 'W*i  t*.  1«  displace  '  t*u  all  oth«*r  subjects 
be  argiKvl  fair  1  v  and  »a*  up  n  to  r.-aeivn. 
On  thi*  ooe  pom:  be  *  *»  unmoral  Jr  When 
I  could  get  him  to  notice  my  attack*  at  alt 
bn  an*wer  wa* 

'You  d**-tocx  clever  a*  vou  are  with  tba 
'  body,  knot*  a*  little  of  pei  cboiogy  ae  you 
dal  three  thousand  year*  * i " 

When  tl>  time  a;ne  for  me  to  fold  up  my 
eaael  and  return  to  the  .rudgarv  of  hfa.  I 
parud  (min  tarmtos  «ub  u  u<  h  regret 
One  of  tba*  •  solemn,  but  often  broken  prum 
was  to  join  log.  :h  -r  next  year  in  another 
sketching  t. -ur  pa- wsl  b  tween  ua  Than  1 
want  back  o  London,  a  id  -dur.ng  the  subse¬ 
quent  months,  although  I  saw  nothing  of 
n.  1  "ftau  thought  of  my  fnoud  of  the 
autumn. 


Tli  K  M  l  :Tl  -  AL  MKNKKIT 
Life  Insurance  Company, 
NEWARK.  N.  J. 

AMZI  DODD,  -  -  -  -  President. 
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LEGAL  NOTICES. 


He  seemed  crestfallen  at  hearing  this. 
"But  what  do  you  want  to  prove?”  I  asked. 
“What  have  you  seen  yourself?” 

“Nothing,  I  tell  you.  And  I  pray  I  may 
never  see  anything.” 

After  this  he  seemed  inclined  to  shirk  the 
subject,  but  I  pinned  1  im  to  it.  I  was  really 
anxious  to  get  at  the  true  state  of  his  mind. 
In  answer  to  the  leading  questions  with 
which  I  plied  him,  Carriston  revealed  an 
amount  of  superstition  which  seemed  utterly 
childish  and  out  of  place  beside  the  intellec¬ 
tual  faculties  which  ha  undoubtedly  pos¬ 
sessed.  So  much  so,  that  at  last  I  lelt  more 
inclined  to  laugh  than  to  argue  with  him. 

Yet  I  was  not  altogether  amused  by  his 
talk.  His  wild  arguments  and  wilder  beliefs 
made  me  fancy  there  must  be  a  weak  spot 
somewherfe  in  his  brain — even  made  me  fear 
lest  bis  end  might  be  madness.  Tbe  thought 
made  me  sad;  for,  with  the  exception  of  the 
eccentricities  which  I  have  mentioned.  I 
reckoned  Carriston  the  pleasantest  friend  I 
bad  ever  made.  His  amiable  nature,  his 
good  looks  and  perfect  breeding  had  en¬ 
deared  the  young  man  to  me;  so  much  so 
that  I  resolvei.  during  the  remainder  of  the 
time  we  should  spend  together,  to  do  all  I 
could  toward  talking  the  nonsense  out  of 
him. 

My  efforts  were  unavailing.  I  kept  a 
sharp  lookout  upon  him,  and  let  him  fall 
into  no  mysterious  reveries;  but  the  curious 

W'Sk  ** 


j)l  BL1C  SALE  UF  REAL  ESTATE. 

Notice  is  hereby  giwn  that,  by  virtue  of 
a  warrant  issued  by  the  Tnwntdiip  Com¬ 
mittee  of  the  1'owntilnp  of  Bloomfield,  in 
the  County  of  Essex  ulnl  State  of  New  Jer¬ 
sey,  bearing  date  the  'i'id  day  of  July, 

1  Vv’i,  to  m::ke  the  unpaid  taxes  assessed  oil 
lauds,  ten <  ui cuts,  li*  reditnuienta  and  real 
estate  in  said  township  iu  the  year  1KNI1, 
the  subscriber,  Collector  of  t  axes  lor  the 
said  township  will  on 
WEDNESDAY.  THE  TWENTY- THIRD- 
DAY  OF  SEIM  EMBER  NEXT, 
at  the  hour  of  2  p.  m„  at  his  office  in  Dodd's 
building,  Glen  wood  avenue,  in  said  town¬ 
ship.  sell  the  lands,  tenements,  heredita¬ 
ments  and  real  estate  hereunder  described 
at  public  vendue,  for  the ‘shortest  term, 
not  exceeding  thirty  years,  for  which  any 
person  or  persons  will  agree  to  take  the 
same,  and  pay  such  taxes  with  the  interest 
thereon,  lioiu  the  20th  day  of  October, 
A.  D  One  Thousand,  Eight  Hundred  and 
Eighty-three,  together  with  all  costs,  fees, 
charges  and  expenses. 

DISTRICT  SO.  1. 

4  Ackerman,  ret.  *of  Ahrtun  one 
house,  10  acres  on  wret  side  of 

road  to  Franklin  . f  14  lit! 

44  Dodd.  Reuben  N.  and  Bro.,  5; 

acres,  west  side  l'atcraou  rood  NO.  (54 
G8  Kent,  Lyman  li. ,  one  house,  30 
acres,  u.  J.  T.  Gambraut,  for¬ 
merly,  e.  Peter  N,  Garabraut, 
s.  Morris  Canal,  w.  J.  T.  Gur- 

abran-t,  furtucrly  .  58.11 

72  Kicrsteadj  est.  Isaac,  one  house, 

70  acres,  u.  Jaiure  Van  Win¬ 
kle,  e.  road  to  Franklin,  h.  H. 
and  J.  Van  Winkle,  w.  Morris 

Canal  and  Third  River .  70.5(5 

13t3  Van  Git-son,  Augustus  T.  1  house 
44j  acres,  n.  Paterson  road  & 
road  past  D.  It.  church,  e.  A. 
Gariibrant,  w.  lands  formerly 

J.  H.  Hight . .  84.00 

'6  Lyon,  Wm.  1  house,  28  acres, 
part  of  farm  formerly  belong¬ 
ing  to  Miss  Cyriutha  Van  Wiu- 
Winkle,  w.  side  Paterson  road  3(5.28 
134  Van  Rijier,  John,  1  house,  11 
acres,  e.  side.  Paterson  road,  s. 

of  Wilbur  Brokaw  .  19.02 

DISTRICT  NO.  2. 

287  Smith,  Thus,  (formerly  Finch) 

Stores  cor.  Bloomfield  avenue 
and  Orange  st.,  il  Orauge  st. 
e.  James  K.  Finch,  s.  Wm.  A 
Freeman,  w.  Bloomfield  ave.  .  53.00 
318  Groshong,  est.  Peter,  1  house. 

Broad  st.  n.  est.  Jas.  Ball,  e. 

Broad  st.  w.  Ball  est . -1 3l  78 

388  Hayes,  Simeon  R.  1  house,  Mon¬ 
roe  Place,  north  side,  formerly 

T.  E.  Hayes .  40.28 

426  Kent,  Aaron  H.  one  house,  7 
acres,  n.  Old  Road,  e.  Jacob 
Ritchie,  s.  est.  C.  Farrand,  w. 

formerly  W.  Wright .  69.34 

475  McDowell,  Chas.,  oue  house,  u 
Canal  st.,  e.  est.  J.  M.  Bonuell 
8.  and.  w.  Montclair  Railway  42.40 
577  Peck,  Gilbert  H,  one  house,  u. 

Beach  st.,  e.  and  s.  L  C.  Ward 

w.  Ed.  Ward .  57.18 

760  Weeks,  est.  Dr.  Cyrus,  about  oue 
acre,  n.  Franklin  st.,  e.  &  s. 
est.  Cyrus  Weeks,  w  D.  M.  Day  14.84 
783  Edward  S.  Wilde,  2  tracts— 1st, 
e.  side  Ridgewood  ave,  n.  Mtc. 
Railroad,  e.  Cemetery,  s.  West 
BeUeville  ave.  w.  Ridge w.  ave  154. 16 
2d.  Tract,  n.  Geo.  Mann,  or  Benson 
e.  Ridgewood  ave.  s.  Kate  V. 

Rudd  and  Benson,  w.  Benson 
district  no.  3. 

1  Boyne,  James,  jr.,  1  house,  east 

side  Canal,  near  Plane .  18.46 

8  Boyne,  Jam.es,  1  house,  s.  side 

Spring  st .  12.58 

51  Cunningham,  Pat ’k,  1  h.  Liberty  st  9.54 
65  Dunbar,  Dommic,  1  lot,  Cross  st.  2.59 
104  GiUespie,  est.  of,  114  acres,  1  h. 
road  leading  from  Bloomfield 

to  Franklin .  159.00 

121  Higgins,  Thomas,  1  house,  n. 

Liberty  st.,  e.  Hickory  st. ,  s 

Powers,  w.  Canal .  6.36 

150  Manley,  Mrs.  Thomas.  1  house, 

12  acres,  n.  side  BeUeville  ave  67.28 
158  Monegan,  est.  Philip,  1  house, 

Montgomery  st,  north  side ...  1 3. 64 

163  Madison,  Mrs.  Wm.  J.,  2  lots, 

Orchard  st. ,  west  side .  4. 66 

172  O’Conner,  Thomas,  one  house, 

east  side  of  Canal,  near  Plane.  5.74 

230  Van  Winkle,  Cornelius,  1  house, 

Montgomery  street . , . .  .  25.44 

231  Van  Winkle,  Eliza  and  Sarah,  1 
li.  and  store,  Montgomery  st . .  42.90 

232  Van  Winkle,  Moses,  1  house,  3j 
acres,  Montgomery  st.  n.  side.  21.14 

DI8TRICT  NO.  4. 

86  Condit,  Mrs.  George,  !  house  and 
lot  north  side  Thornton  st. ,  w. 

Moses  Tichenor . 


18.02 


97  Corby,  Emmons  B.,  1  house  and 
lot,  Washington  st.,  n.  Wash¬ 
ington  st.,  e.  Mut.  Ben.  Life 
Ins.  Co.,  P.  Geib  and  Arthur 
Spragg,  s.  Arthur  Spragg  and 
Rfiilroad  Co.  w.  Railroad  Co.  .  75.70 
198  Eveland,  est.  of  Samuel,  1  house 
Linden  ave.,  n.  Ed.  Hall  and 
Chas.  M.  Lockwood,  e.  Wm. 

Myers,  s.  Glen  wood  ave.,  w. 

Thomas  st .  29.26 

250  Groshong,  Mrs.  F.  A  1  house  1st 
north  side,  n.  C.  W.  Powers 
and  Riley  Bond,  s.  First  st,  w. 

Mrs.  Degnan .  21.20 

317  Hayes,  Mrs.  Nora,  1  house,  Lin¬ 
den  ave.,  n.  Linden  ave.,  e. 

Ward.  st.  s.  Maolis  ave.  w. 

Adrian  Dickerson .  78.94 

428  Mitchell,  Mortimer,  two  houses, 

Nos.  7  and  8,  s.  side  Lake  st.  30.08 
481  O’Brien,  Francis,  1  house,  Wil¬ 
low  st. ,  n.  Geo.  Dodd,  e.  est. 

John  Strmg,  s.  Willow  Bt,  w. 

C.  Frank .  20.08 

582  Shiel,  Ed.,  1  house  n.  side  of  st 
leading  from  Peloubet’s  fac¬ 
tory  to  Railroad .  4. 48 

693  Walsh,  James  L.,  1  house,  n. 
Woodland  ave.,  e.  Ridgewood 
ave.,  8.  and  w.  Kate  V-  Darwin  134.56 
Payment  must  be  made  before  the  con¬ 
clusion  of  the  sale  ;  otherwise  the  property 
will  be  immediately  resold 

The  whole  amount  of  tax,  interest  and 
cost  will  be  made  known  on  the  day  of  sale. 

Witness  my  hand  and  seal  this  14th  day 
of  August,  A.  D.  1885. 


I*wllrl«*a  Ak*ol«|rfi  Kan-fnrlrlUkl*  Afl*r  ***><-«> nd  j*rt. 
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Foreigh  Exchange. 


REMOVED  TO 

11\  Broad  St,  Newark,  N.  J. 

Near  Market  Street 

ISSUE  DRAFTS  OB  MONEY  ORDERS  FOB 

England,  Ireland,  Scotland,  tha 
Continent  of  Europe. 

And  all  parte  of  tbe  world. 

Letters  of  Credit  for  Traveler*.  AR  kind*  of  foreign  money  ex¬ 
changed.  Trans-Atlantic  express. 

PASSAGE  TICKETS, 

Cabin,  Intermediate  and  Steerage,  on 

CTTNARD,  WHITE  STAR,  INMAN,  GUTON,  AN¬ 
CHOR  NATIONAL,  STATE,  NORTH 

GERMAN  LLOYD,  RED  STAR 

And  all  linae  of  Ooean  8  team  are. 


J) 

At.  STATION  ER, lla,%"jtks 
LITHOGRAPHING  AND  ENGRAVING. 

.Vtt  100  William  Street. 


Xc.ir  John  St, 


NEW  YORK. 


Slat  ionoi-y  M*nt  l»y  Mail  <»r  Kapron*  to  any  part 
of  the  United  Stales. 


CRAXR'S  FINE  WRITING  PAPERS. 


C.  PARKER, 

PHOTOGRAPHER 

695  Broad  Street, 

NEWABK,  N.  J. 


A.  DAY, 

Fancy^  Bread  and  Cake 

BAKER, 

COR.  GLENW00D  &  LINDEN  AVES, 

BLOOMFIELD,  N.  J. 


Customers  Supplied  by  Wagon  Daily.  Par¬ 
ticular  Attention  Given  to  Supplies  for  Wed¬ 
dings  or  Parties. 


THE 


BLOOMFIELD,  If.  J. 


At  the  "CENTRE,"  Three  Minutes'  Wall  from  M.  &  E.  Depot. 


The  oTily  Hotel  in  town  where  first- 
class  Accommodations  and  Meals  at 
all  hours  can  be  had. 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors,  Imported 
and  Domestic  Cigars  from  E.  C.  Haz¬ 
ard  &  Co.,  New  York. 


ALEXANDER  C.  MARR,  Collector.  Special  attention  given  to  Transient  Guests. 


I  let  him *  fall  into  no  more  mysterious  rev¬ 
eries. 

idea  that  he  possessed,  or  could  possess,  some 
gift  above  human  nature,  was  too  firmly 


THIS  PAPER 

Newspaper  Advertising  Bureau  (10  Spruce 

6treet),whereadver-  S|p(lJ  If  Afil# 

iTixirr^NEW  YORK. 


W.  R.  COURTER, 

Proprietor. 


